Artist's Statement:
This poem is a reflection, in personal and professional terms, on the inadequacy of the term "Post Traumatic Stress Disorder" to describe people's real-life experience of trauma in the contemporary world. My own experience of walking into my home following a burglary catapulted images and sensations of trauma into my consciousness. I became aware that my living in a high-crime environment put me in a constant state of vigilance. A sort of Pre Traumatic Stress Disorder. In my work as a psychologist, I often feel inauthentic in working with the "post" of PTSD, realizing that a sense of traumatization has preceded and will follow the traumatic event for most South Africans. I think of how the diagnosis of PTSD, first used to describe soldiers' responses to combatrelated trauma, might be ineffectual in the context of the modern geopolitical environment. War, combat, poverty, political instability, forced global migration, and the suffering that these disruptive sociopolitical events foist on daily life and safe spaces beleaguer people as they roam the planet in search of solace and sanctuary. Trauma seems continuous and inescapable. There is no post trauma, no after trauma. The "P" is silent. In a cruel but poetic irony, the "p" is silent in the articulation of the words psychology, psychiatry, and psychotherapy, mutely screaming a tacit ineptitude that we have yet to acknowledge, voice, and challenge. 
